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Robin Kennicker

Giving Quilts
This Christmas tradition belongs to my mother. She started it, carried 
it on, and followed it through to the end. The tradition itself would 
take a mere few sentences of explanation but leave out all the beauti-
ful beginnings. One must see the bud of a rose as it awakens, to truly 
appreciate its gloriousness in a vase. I dedicate this story to my mother 
who never told us to give and think of others first, but instead lives 
her life embodying that belief with an attitude of joy. She has taught 
us well, made it part of our nature, and lived 2 Corinthians 8:7 “But 
just as you excel in everything—in faith, in speech, in knowledge, in 
complete earnestness and in your love for us—see that you also excel 
in this grace of giving.” My siblings and I are the ones who have truly 
benefited from her example. Thank you, Mom. 

Opening the packed wooden hump-backed trunk, I reach in to tug 
out one of the patchwork quilts. With the weather turning my 

lawn into a frozen blanket of green needles, I know it won’t be long 
before winter’s blistery arrival. Some of the smaller quilts go into 
the living room to cozy up with on the couch, and the larger ones I 
take upstairs to place on the beds. The corners of my mouth pull back 
slowly in smile of memory, as my eyes caress the polyester material 
of this yarn-tied quilt. This four-by-four red square was cut from my 
grandmother’s pant leg. She’s gone now. But, I remember when she 
wore them, before giving them to my mother amongst a bag of other 
closet clean-outs. 

I don’t know how Mom came up with the idea to cut the old 
clothing into squares and piece them together to make quilts. Perhaps 
a “frugal spirit” haunted her dreams when the polyester material 
proved useless as an absorbent rag. Whatever the reason, my siblings 
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much too recognizable.
After the quilts were distributed, Mom “carried on” the Santa 

tradition until the death of the last bachelor by sending boxes of 
baked cookies, homemade jams, and graham cracker candy. Unbeliev-
able, but in twenty-eight years, she never missed a year and I don’t 
believe they ever found out who Santa really was. I believed keeping 
Santa’s identity was important to Mom, because she didn’t want them 
feeling obligated to return a gift or perhaps become suspicious of her 
motives. Even though both were good reasons, but apparently not 
hers, as was revealed to me in a recent chat about the delivery of the 
quilts.

*
“We always personally delivered the quilts Robin, just too expensive 
to mail… We didn’t have a lot of money.” Mom corrected my previous 
assumptions.

“Yep-yep, yeeeeep that is right,” I sniggered under my grin, 
remembering the treat of sharing of one sixteen ounce bottle of  Pepsi 
with my other six siblings on a hot summer’s day of push lawn mow-
ing .

“You know though, the most important reason that we delivered 
them secretly and in costumes was because if they didn’t know who 
to thank, any person or every person could be Santa, and it might give 
them a better view of all mankind.”

So simple an answer and yet so profound that I had stop and ask 
myself if I would be content to walk or live my life “in the shadows,” 
for the purpose of bringing hope that the world was a much better 
place. She may never have been rewarded with a “thank you” from 
the old bachelors, but the seeds she planted then have made an ever-
lasting impression in the minds of her children and molded them into 
becoming the kind, compassionate people they are today. Thank you, 
Mom, for giving me a better view of the world. 

and I rejoiced when our old itchy wool army blankets were covered 
with a beautiful polyester rainbow array on the front side and soft 
sheet-like material on the back. 

Even though I appreciated the end result, I remember thinking 
her a bit crazy to spend all her free time working on such a monoto-
nous craft. She spent hours making sure each polyester square would 
fit perfectly next to its neighbor by first smoothing the material flat 
and then penciling around the pattern; a measured cardboard square 
cut from a Wheaties cereal box. When all the precisely marked 
squares were cut and stacked, the sewing machine was set in motion 
to unite each square. Bursts of humming whirled through the air be-
tween the up and down clicking of the “presser foot lifter.”

After making each of us a quilt with our name on it, I thought 
she’d be finished for a while, but the tragedy of a neighbor woman’s 
death lay heavy on Mom’s heart.

*
“She died alone and cold; frozen to death on her own kitchen floor,” 
Mom explained to me. 

“But didn’t she have heat or couldn’t she have covered up?” I 
wondered, as my eleven-year-old mind couldn’t quite comprehend 
“cold” as an actual way of death inside a house.

“They found her wrapped up in newspapers, probably trying to 
keep warm when her electricity was cut off,” Mom explained.

*
Back in the 70s, the electric company could legally shut off the power 
to a residence in the middle of the winter if the bill wasn’t paid. 

*
Soon after the elderly woman’s death, the sound of scissors snip-snip-
snipping and the sewing machine click-click-humming filled our 
house once again.

Mom made four quilts that year, one for each of the old bach-
elors that lived in the neighborhood. I didn’t even realize they lived 
where they lived. Their nameless faces were unrecognizable to me 
and most other people because they lived as recluses in simple, old 
ramshackle dwellings. Tucked away, they chose not to associate much 
with the outside, more materialistic world, which in return never paid 
much attention to their existence--until Mom found them.

Christmas proved to be the perfect time to distribute the quilts 
and helped Mom solve her “sender” dilemma. The quilts could be 
from Santa, she decided. She insisted that the old bachelors never 
know who made the quilts and sought out unrecognizable delivery 
people; my sister Renee wearing a wig or one of her town friends 
wearing a crazy Santa hat. The whole Santa charade seemed nuts to 
me, and I remember feeling relieved that my face and friends were 


